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drove Codfin on to the iron bar; that object which he had already
so carefully concealed inside Gwyn-ap-Nud's Tower? It was cer-
tainly not any sex-nerve. It was purely and solely his sense of
honour. Codfin was honourably committed to do the bidding of
Mad Bet, and it had never, for one second, since their talk in the
sheepfold, presented itself to his mind as a possibility that he
could get out of doing it. All this expectation of ending "behind
walls" had been accepted by Codfin at the very start as a Jesuit
accepts his superior's command or a revolutionary assassin his
sealed orders.
While the two heads of these bewitched slaves of the iron bar.
drooped thus low over their empty glasses, there was a sudden
disturbance in that smoke-filled room to which they both re-
mained totally oblivious. This disturbance was caused by the
sudden entrance from the interior of the tavern of Dave Spear.
Dave had quite perceptibly changed since he had become one
of the dictators of Glastonbury. His youthful bloom had faded.
His pleasant good nature had dried up. His out-going impulsive
spontaneity had been replaced by a certain strained reserve, and
his honest simplicity had given place to a worried, self-conscious
caution. The many-sided struggles he was now engaged upon, his
attempt to outwit the incorrigible anarchism of one of his fellow-
dictators, to give a rational Marxist turn to the destructive
Jacobinism of the other, his constant effort to guide into orthodox
Communist channels, the mystic religiosity of their erratic chief,
caused a stiff, troubled, harassed look to descend upon his boyish
countenance, hardening its disarming contours into something
anxious, wistful, and at the same time austere.
His appearance was greeted by a clamour of voices and a rush
towards him of a group of puzzled, excited, acquisitive labouring-
men, who were all dissatisfied with the arrangements of the new
Glastonbury exchequer.
" Tisn't the money what worries I, Mister," explained a ca-
daverous shoemaker from Butts Close, "'tis seeing these chaps
what wouldn't work, if they had the chanst, getting the same as
I, who've worked meself into a< bloody consumpty."
"What I wants to know," cried a,burly street-cleaner, pushing.